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UBT 100, vears ago next Friday
June 18, 1815—the baitle of Wa-
terloo  was  fought. What name

can conjure up thoughts of greale”
disaster, of mighty strife and desperate
walor, or of such wreck and ruin of tem-
poral power and prosperity, as when Na-
poleon Bonaparte, the (Jorsican man of
destiny. the greatest solilier of the mod-
ern world and emperor of the French,
whe fills more pages of the world's sol-
emn history than any other mortal,
ecalmly met his fate on the frightful
field of Waterion?
A few weeks
borne over the seas on British
frigate of war to the I=sland of St
Helena, to spend the last few years of
his life in bitter contrast to all that
makes his name one of the most mar-
velous in the world's history. He died
in exile, at St. Helena, May 5. 1821

he heing

later wWAas

a

Waterioo Belgium, then even as now
the cockpit for the armies of FEurope,
will go reolling down the centuries as

A byvword for all that spells defeat
and ruin of earthly ambitions and hu-
man endeavors, for it was on that

bloody field that the vaunied “star of
destlny” of the great Corsican ceased
to shine. and went out in utter dark
ness in the crowning defeat of the man
who had conguered almost half of the
eivilized world by the sheer Torce of
his genius. Waterlon wnas the last
battiefield of the mighty Corsican,
Napeleon Bonaparte, first emperor of
the French.

One sees the child of
fn obscurity, rise from
tenancy in the French army until, in
a few short years. he takes the em-
perora diadem from the hands of the
TMope and places it upon hiz own head.
Then one can picture him  putting
down the mobs in the streets of Paris;
in the plains of Lombardy, with his
ragged army crushing host after host
of Austrians by those brilliant maneu-
vers and rapid muarches that stunned
and annihilited hi= foes; battling in
the shadow of the pyramids of Egyvpt,
and ecrossing the snow-clad Alps.
marching te that great victory of
Marengo, where his star of destiny
never shown hrighter.

Later, at the head of his victorious
French legions, at Ulm, Jena, Auster-
1itz. Friedland, Wagram and 2 host of
other great battles, where victory ever
parched upon his eagie banners, and
where his star of destiny seemed ever
bhut to shine more brilliantly. Agaln
he appeals to the imagination in Rus-

destiny, born

a poor lieu-

sia, leading the grand army, nearly
half a million strong. to the walls of
Moscow, “where the infantry of the
snow and cavalry of the wild blasts
scattered his legions like winter's
withered leaves.'

And that terrible retreat from the

elements and hunger, pursusd by the
savage Cossacks, the staggering.
frozen columns of pitiful wretches who
had marched into Russia as certaln
conguerors, and only 2 sad remnant of
whom returned to tell the frightful
tale of suffering, misery and death.
Beaten by flre, snow and hunger, that
rabble of gaunt and almest crawling
creatures staggered back to France,
where the great Corsican seemed hut
to stamp upon the earth when new
legions sprang from the soll. to cry
with their last breath: “Long live the
emperor! "
*
¥

Then Leipsic, and—"driven by a mil-
Hon bayonets back upon Parls, cdutched
like a2 wild beast., banished to Elba.”
Then he "escapes and retakes an em-
pire by the force of his genius”; the
Bourbon king flees from the throne of
France as he is borne in triumph to
Faris on the shoulders of his comraden
in arms, and then, the hundred daye
reign, Waterloo and St. Helena. He
passes from the pages of history for-
ever.

But Waterloo—Napoleon and France,
agalnst Blucher and his Prussians,
Wellington and his English and troops

of Belgium, Nassau, Hanover and
Brunswick e has marched rapidly
from Paris with the flower of Freuch
manhood in his ranks. to strike his
enemies, who have again allied them-
melves against him Blucher and Wel-
iingten ace in  Belgium with their
armies ready to invade France. Will
Blucher form a junction of his army
with Wellington's? XNot if Napoleon
can prevent it. That is what they plan
to do. but he aims to drive his army
between Blucher and Wellington and
defeat them both, one a1t a time, even
as he annihilated the Austrians in the
plains of Italy years before

His plana are perfeci, that master
mind has lost none of its cunaing. and
he is upen them before they know it
1t only remains for his grand marshals
and generals to obey his orders to the
letter. ¥ hen that is done there will
be no Euglish army to succor Blucher,

f Battle of
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and noe FPrussiap army to succor Well-
ington. He moves the chessmen on the
board; he sticks the pins in his maps,
studies them, and moves them again.
Marshal Ney will get behind Blucher

even while he is making a feint at
Wellington to drive him back toward
Brussels, and when the Prussians

break, as they surely will, not a man
of the Prussian army will escape; he
will grind them between his legions,
and Wellington and his English will
then have their turn after Blucher is
annthilated.

This is two dayvs before Waterloo, and
Wellington and Biucher are trying to
bring their armies together to with-
stand the shock of the French, with
Napoleon and hie imperial guard.

- .
.

But Ney fails to get behind Blucher
as he has been ordered. The English
hold him engaged at Quatre-Bras, and
he does not move as the master mind
has planned. The emperor semls a
courler to Ney, telling him the fate of
France ls in his hands. But still Ney
does not move into his position. Too
late; Blucher s beaten at Ligny and
starts his retreat, but there is no Ney
behind him with his French corps to
annihilate the retreating FPrussians,

Blucher gets away in the night, and,

although Marshal Grouchy is ordered
to follow with 22000 French and
harass him and to prevent him form-
ing a junction with Wellington, Blu-
cher eludes his pursuers and retreats
to Wavre, while Grouchy follows his
own shadow toe Gembloux. Meanwhile
Napeleon, wroth at Ney, turns his at-
tention to Wellington and forces him
steadily back toward Brussels.

But Wellington hasg surveved the sur-
rounding country with the eves of a
great general. He is small of stature
like Nanoleon, but he is no stranger
to the fiehl of battle. and he i8 known
a8 “the Iron Duke” He knows he must
fight. but he will fight on ground of
his own choosing, so he halts at
Wiaterloo, a league from Brussels, and
assembles hig allied arms on Mont St
Jean, with a2 roling plaln before him
and the forest of Soignies in his rear.
Blucher may yet come to help him
withstand the shock of Napoleon's im-
perial army.

The rain has been falling in torrents
and the roads are deep in mud to mire
the artillery of the French to the hubs.
Napoleon comes un with the Iron Duke
the evening of the 17th of June, 1513,
but too late to attzck him. He looks
at the sun and exclaims: “What
would I not glve for the power of
Joshua to command thee to stand still
for & few hours.” The two armies gzo
into camp within sight of each other,

NAFPOLEON ABOARD

THE BELLEROPHON,

the French on the heightis of La Belle
Alliance.

During the night the rain Talls in
torrents again, as though the very skies
weep for the slaughter that shall fur-
ther drench the soil of Belgium on the

morrow. In the pouring rain the em-
peror goes forth to reconnoiter the
inglish position, and having satisfied
himself of that, while his tired vet-
erans bivouac in the mud. he throws
himself down for an hour's sleep be-

fore da¥light.

He has been in the saddle for hours
on end with little or no rest, and, al-
though his body iz suffering from a
local malady that would deter a stern-
er soul. his mighty brain knows no
resl. In the morning he mutters: “We
shall see; we shall see.”

*
* ¥

During the early hours of morning
the rain stops. The emperor Is up at
sunrise. From the heights of La Belle
Alllance he sees the English army
drawn up in battle array and he ex-
claims: “At last, at last then, I have
these English in my grasp. The ene-
my's army is superior to ours by near-
ly a fourth; there are nevertheless,
ninety chances in our favor, to ten
against us.”

He wishes to start the battle at 7
o'clock, but the ground iIs too soggy
from the rain to allow his artillery and
cavalry to maneuver, and some of his
cannon have not yet come up with him,
g0 Waterloo did not begin until 11
o'clock, much to the vexation and dis-

appointment of the emperor. He does
not know that Blucher hae eluded
Grouchy. He Is counting on him to

take care of Blucher. He has great
confidence in Grouchy, who has never
failed him before, and who is maost
punctual in carrying out his emperor's
ardera.

At last the French move forward
from the heights of La Belle Alliance
with bhanners fAying and trumpets
sounding airs of former battle glories.
Fateful field of Waterloo! There will
be no victorious trumpet blasts for the
emperor of the French and his shat-
tered legions at the close of this day.
The proud eagles of France, victorious
on 8o many flelds of battle where the
great Corsican led, will be trampled
in the blood and dust ere that morn-
ing sun shines to greet another day.

Why had Marshal Ney failed to obey
his emperor's orders fortyv-eight hours
before at Ligny and Quatre-Bras? Ney,
of whom the emperor once said during
the campaign in Russia: “Oh, what a
man, what a man!” And why did It
have to rain agaln on the night of the
17th of June, just hefore Waterloo?
And why had Grouchy falled to follow
Blucher to Wavre?

As the battle of Waterloo is begun,
Napoleon, from the hill of Rossome
sees a dark mass moving in the direc-
tion of St. Lambert. He thinks it may
be Grouchy, but he sends Gen. Dau-
mont with three regiments of light
cavalry to see. At this moment a Prus-
sian prisoner is brought to him and
from him the emperor compels the in-
formation that Blucher iz at Wavre,
that Grouchy and his corps have not
been seen at Wavre, and that the dark

masg moving in the direction of St.
Lambert is Bulow, the Prussian gen-
eral, with 30,000 fresh troops.

*
#

*

A courier is dispatched with all speed
to find Grouchy and tell him to make
all haste toward Waterloo. Bulow must
he taken in the rear, but in the mean-
time the emperor orders Count Lobau
to take 10,000 men to follow and sup-
port Daumont and his three regiments
of cavalry, who are marching toward
8t. Lambert to meet Bulow, Count Lo-
bau and Gen. Daumont are orderad to
hold Bulow in c¢heck until Grouchy
takes him in the rear, when they will
redouble their attack. Thus fate has
dealt the emperor another unexpected
blow.

“We have sixty chances to win now,
and forty against us,” he tells his Mar-
shal Boult. *“If Grouchy repalrs the
horrible fault he has committed by
amusing himself at Gembloux, victory
will therefore be more decisive, for the

corps of Bulow must in that case
he entirely lost."
At 11:30 o'clock 120 French cannon

open on the Knglish and their allles
of Hanover, Nassau, Brunswick and
Belgium, and Marshal Ney moves for-
ward with his legions of veterans to
where the Iron Duke's brave thousands
calmly await them.

What pen or brush shall ever describe
this gigantic struggle that holds the
fate of Europe? What tongue shall
ever pay a just tribute to the mmighty
deeds of valor on the part of aggressor
and defender alike. as they closc in for
their death struggle on this fair June
day”

Who has not seen that wonderful
canvas, “Scotland Forever,” the charge
of the Scotch Grays at Waterloo, or
“Wellington's Thin Red Line? and
that of the Old Guard cheering their
emperor as they go forth to make
their last desperate assault on Wel-
ilngton's squares of British Infantry?

Vietor Hugoe's
ihe the battle of

Who has not read
mighty effort 1o de
Waterloo, and who shall say today It
what he has succeeded, for there is= a
pen pieture by a2 master”

All day long the ehb ¢
tirle of battle moves o

ul foaw of the

d atd hael -

ward, until the dead and  swounded
cover e plain sl the Tiving ore wory
with strife and black from powdes
smoke. From the first volley of French
& ilery no ficreer Agbhring hius ever
been seen on the =oit of all Hurope
Thousands of magnificent French cav-
walry were piled up in the hidden and
sunken roadway, until the hodies of
men aned horses forimed o CAUSCWHY for
the thousands thundering behind to
ride over and across that fatal and
unknown chasm of death. _

At 12:30 oclack Grouchy is midway
hetween Gembloux and  Wavre, but

Napoleon does not learn this until about

drenched with
and French alike.
_!';;rl of the ailied enemies of the
Freneh ave already in retreat in flight
and panic toward Brussels, and (he
wYoof victory comes from the ranks
Franee,  hit Wellington and  his
i refyee vield. IDarkness is
HnE o this June day that
# the =0il of Belgium,
".”" thie lron Duke and his vemnant of
Englizh infantry seem to have made
ap their minds to die to the last man.
Slowly  thes i ground, inch by
inci,  before the onslaught of the
French, maving back upon the forest
of Soignies. The French are still as-
saulting and Marshal Ney leads charge
after charge with the torn remnant
of French cavalry
And now through
darkness comes the
It is taken up and

the blood of English

to
o close
reddened

hng sn

the gathering
ery  of Blucher.
heard above the

king and even their warlike queen had
1o flee for their wvery liver before
Napoleon and his French army. And
now the tide of battie turns and the
French are beaten back. The torn and
shattered Enelish, taking new life,
return to the fight with renewed en-
ergy. Panic seizes the French ranks,
and in the darkness it is hard to dis-
tinguish friend from foe Despair and
demoralization give place to the disci-
pline and valor with which the French
have hattled so gloriousiy througzhout
this long and bloody day.

In vain Marshal Ney strives to rally
his shattered and demoralized regi-
ments. He is in rags and tatters, he-
grimed with the smoke of battle, an
liolds the hilt of a broken saber in his
hand. He has had five horses shot
from under him and his garments
pierced with musket balls, but still he

lives and fights on. “Come and see
mow a marshal of France can die!”
e screams to hig panic-stricken =ol-
diers, but_ it is no use, the rout has
hegun.

*

* ¥+
tiniy the Old Guard of the emperor
wtill fAght on and refuse (o (1 The
cannons of the English sweep their
ranks and they fall as the winter's
withered leaves. Again those engines

of death are loaded with grapeshot anrd
the cannoneers wave their torches he-
hind the guns. A British officer goes
forward and calle out “Surrender,
brave Frenchmen!” He 1s answered
with a laugh and a2 word unprintable
The Old Guard dies, bhut never sur-
renders. Once again the fame leaps
from the line of British cannon amd
the Imperial Guard of the Emperor

4 o'clock in the afternoon. In spite of
the emperor's orders, he does not quit
f:embloux until 10 o'clock in the morning.
Now he learns definitely that Blucher is
supposed to be at Wavre, and he is prone
to march in that direction. He haars
the tremendous thunder of the cannon at
Waterloo, and his generals beg of him tn
make all haste in that direction to sup-
port the emperor.

*

W

(3en, Fxcelmans points out thaf the
emperor must be heavily engaged, since
such a tremendous cannonade could not
possibly he a minor engagement, but
Napoleon's courier of the early morning
has not found Grouchy, and his orders
have been to follow Blucher. He wavers,
and flnallyv sets out for Wavre, whera
Blucher has left only his rear guard,
while with his main force, 30,000 strong,
he has gone to Waterloo to support Wel-
lington.

Wellington  is beaten and hiz army
should bhe in retreat, but he does not be-
leve it, and although torn and shattered,
there they stamd, a thin red line. From

the hill of Hossome Napoleon learns for
the first time, and too lite, the fibher of
theze British  in itrymen Why does

From Waterloo they
hear the roar of battle at 8t Lambert,
and believe that Grouchy may be there,
or almost there, to take Bulow from his
Tear.

As night draws on the Konglish army
ia in mosl desperate straite, and Wel-
lington is heard 1o = “Would to God
that night or Blucher would come.” The
French army is little better off, and the
battle has tarned into a =trength-ebhing
death struggle. Ney, as Napoleon after-
ward said, has succeeded in getting the
magnificent French cavalry massacred,
and the last of the Imperial Guard—
those veterans who have been the last
crushing blow to the enemy on so many
fields of battle—have already gone for-
ward into the fray. Not a French soldier
is in reserve, and Marshal Ney is calling
for more infantry.

“Where does he expect 1o get them?"
replies the emperor Never hefore has
the superb French cavalry thrown ijtself
upon a foe with such violence time and
again, only to be repulsed. They descend
upon those British squares like furies
of avenging death itself, but the red
sguares meet the shock and will not break.
They rush through the first squares and

(zrouchy not come?

come upon the second, and there they
die by hundreds,

*

* *
Those whe remain, return, reform
and charge again, but alwavs with

the same result. Men and horses are
impaled upon the British bayonets and
the gaquares are ridden down and
crushed, but they form again and re-
fuse to rout. It is like an {rrealstible
force meeting an immovable oblect
and the plain before Mont St. Jean is

“SCOTLAND FOREVER!”

roar of battle by both French and
English. What a cry of hope and de-
spair is that ery of Blucher, Blucher,
Blucher' For one It means rescue,
victory and life and for the other it
spells defeat and death. Blucher comes
in the nlek of time to save the Iron
Duke, with 30,000 fresh Prussian
troops, who pour upon the fleld of
bhattle. 5

*® ¥
They fall upon the French with a
fury in their hearts that seems to re-
member Jene, when their Prussian

NoER wooP T U/neeRwo0D ©)

Napoleon die to the last man. They
died but never surrendered.
And what of him for whom this

bloody carnage has been fought, and
because of whom the name of Water-
loo will go rolling down the centuries?
Could the great Corsican have heeded
the words of Wolsey to Cromwell:
“Cromwell, T cnarge thee fling away
ambition,” who can say but what he
would never have had to drink this
cup of defeat and bitterness to its
very dregs at Waterloo?

Must one believe that this man of
destiny had such an abiding faith in

aterloo

his star of destiny tha' he steadfastly
refused to Leed aught else?” Can any
human mind describe or even Imag-
ine the feelings of this physically sick
man as the =un goez down on the bat-
tlefield of Waterloo and he hears tha

saving cryv-of Blucher, Elucher?

And how different had that joyous
shout bean “Grouchy! Grouchy™ and
that tardy shal arrived with hias
fresh thon I= to =uccor his empearor
instea of ucher snd his Prussians

Wellington, And thus “chance
e combined to wreck the for-

tunes of their former king'

Sit on his horse on the heighis=
of Rossome, sometines alinost uncon
sciou= from the puin of his malads

with » Helgian rustic tied
ldle in order that he shall
have run awnay when the smperor

to as=k him questions about tha

character of the surrounding country,
he has seen hi= grand cavalry buteh
ered by the orderas of the bhrave but
ragh Marshal Ney, and his hard and
Woody won tield of Wiaterlon wrested
fromn his zrasp b the IPrussians un-
der Rlucher Perharps he thinks wir

A BMmpn hitterne all his plans 1o

forestall 1his v strophe, two

day s Ligny and Quiatre-Bra

and who shall sav he is liunian

the itron ginks deep nto hi= soul”
-

-
had carried out
tiined
Prussian

close

bl iar

Thist T

If Nev
the gEraat
have
the
day
Blucher

the orders »
there would
to turn
of this fataful
Grouchy followe:l
diligently and harassed him,
keeping him in check., instead of
“amusing himzell at Gembloux." Bln
cher would have come to =save
the Tron Dunke. The great master of
battlefields laid his  almost perfeet
plans, but chance and fate quitted his
ranks and went over to hi= enemies.
Has he returned from FElba to the=
throne of France for 100 dave to =mea
his star of destiny, that shone so fair
on a hundred fields of battle, go out in

tmEster
bheen

tide

1o army
at the

And  had

never

darkness and silence at the ery of
Blucher at Wiaterloo? e plunges
spurs to his horse to go upon the

field in the midst of the final earnage
and panic in the wvain hope that his
presence will stay the rout, even as
at the bridge of Todi he seized the
tri-color and led his soldiers up to tha
very muzzle of the Austrian cannon
and turned panic and defeat into wvic-
tory and glory.

But it i= never to he again. The
etar of destiny has gone out forever,
He hecomes lost on  the hattiefield:
among the dead, the dving and the de-
moralized, panic-stricken madmen flee-
ing from that horror of destruction
He is borne along on the tide of the
rout even as he wvainly tries to stem
and turn it back, until he is found
wanderinz like a sompambulist by
some ol his remaining generals,

They seize hiz bridie-regy and hurry
hith awny, for the Prussian cavalry
are cutting the fleeing fugitives to
pieces and were it davlight the captura
of the emperor would be an easy and
almost certain matter. All is lost. Tha
rout is complete, Sixty thousand dead
and wounded cover the battlefield, and

what is left of the French army is
fleelng in wildest confusion toward
Paris or anywhere to escape the

sabers of the Prussians, who ride them
down and butcher them as they fiy,

And even at this very hour the great
armies of Russia and Austria are
about to cross the Rhine and move on
Paris. There will he no French army
to oppose them. The great soldier-
conquaror of Europe has been broken
nn the wheel of fortune at last; he 18
a fugitive, a hunted animal

A REVIEW OF BRITISH ARMY

BY WELLINGTON.

55 T the time that Marie Antoi-
nette was having flour piled
thick itn the roads at Ver-
sallles to look like snow, so
that she and her court might

play at =mleigh riding. somebody re-

huked her, saving, “The people are cry-
ing because ther have no bread,” to
which the light-hearted queen replied,

“Then why do they not eat cake?"

That story im a cheerful expression
of a neglected truth. What consti-
tutes the necessities of life all depends

upon your point of view. Therefore,
“sat cake and cheer up.” Stop harp-
ing for & moment on the wants that
Yurt most and try a new want The

chances are you will go at it with =mso
much fresh zest that the first thing vou
kuow vou will get what vou want.

-

-

After a while the French people who
vere starving for bread winle Marie
Antoinette was using flour for & make-
beileve winter took the playful queen's
erdvice and did eat cake It cost the
queen her pretty head, alaz’ but the
people kept right on eating cake, and
1o after » while they had a republic in
race of the monarchy and they were
all kings and queens themaelves.

However, the grand, rich cake that
revolution brings |s often nol as tasty
am that which i= 1o be had by gentler

., meann, The poor maother, tired from
bending over the wash tubh, xits down
tn rock her haby 1o sleep, and as ghe
rocke a sense of ease makes for her

sore body & luxury of merely sitting
down;: so while she rocks, she grings
and dreams of the day when the baby
will be a man—President of the United
Btates, perhaps, and thus does she eat
her cake.

The children of the poor may
thelr cake through plate glaws; they
will stand hungry outside the hLake-
shop window and gel no nearer the
cake than choosing the pink one or the
green one inside. Then in after yvears
when, obedlent to the law of democrat-

eat

ie progression, they have grown up
and become rich enough 1o own a
bakeshop—alas, for the real irony of

life! —grim application to business will
have given them a dyspepsia which
bars them from chooslug to eat cake,
and though a quantity of all sorts lies
under their hand it I8 farther from
them than ever were the green and
pink ones that In their youth they
chose through a show window,

If any one belleves thut dream cake
cannot be truly eaten, then try 1o take
the old rag doll from an alley child 1o
replace it with a neat asceptic Teddy
Bear, or get your lésson more flercely
demonstrated tryving !'o take away the
real babky from rome “little mother” of
the slums to replace it with the doll
proper to her years

But best of all and most tenaciously

pomsessed is the cake to bhe had in
work. This, very smolemunly, with the
authority of a great! pame, was set
forth recently In Washington, when,
at the banguel of the Ameriean Fed-
eration of Art, Mr. Cram, the archi-
tect of the Churech of St John the

IMivine in New
ting &8 certain
building that
loves his task
pily. In other

York, told how by put-
epirit into the work of
chureh, every laborer
and goes about it hap-
words, there is no labor

problem there, for the workingmen eat
cake. Making the best of things I8
simply to eat cake.

The small American boy had the
right ldea. When he was bad his
mother used to shut him in a dark
cloget to stay until he became a good
boy. Being the healthy offspring of a
nervous and overconscientious mother,
he #pent more or less time in the
cloget daily. One day a neighbor, wit-
nessing this proce=s of his regenera-
tion, took advanltage of his mother's
absence from the room to sympathize
with himi. To that the bhoy replied:
“Oh, 1 don’t mind. I've got some toys
hidden In the closet, and I've made up

a lot of new games to play in the
dark "

That's a good ldea. Get some toys
hidden away In the dark places and

see what a good time Is possible, once

you adopt the policy of eating cake.
Even broken .oys will pass In the
dark. There's a quantity of damaged

toye lying about everywhere that have
not lost their usefulness by any means,
If you will only decide to eat cake
and never mind the dark.

There are the angels, for one thing.
Think what a magnificent game they
made for the blind Milton! “Paradise
Lost” i& the souvenir he has left to
the worid of his play In the dark.
,Pante got much the same kind of 2
good time out of the closet that life
put his soul in.

There are fairies, too. They uave
done wonderful service keeping up the
courage of children in thar awful mo-
ment after the lights are turned out
o g0 to sleep and sleep, like every-
body and everyvthing in the world but
the blackness of night, stays a long,
long way off,

Also, there are witches, fearful but

exciting creatures who get after one
in the dark and make such fine sport
as Burns describes in “Tam O’'Shanter's

Hide.” All of those toys can bhe used
by people In the dark to glve them a
good time if they will decide at once

to stop crying for bread and eat cake.

What is really needed more than
anyshing else these days I8 a touch of
the poet.

There tumbled from the dusty shelyes
of a second-hand hook dealer on 11th
street the other day a set of Alexander
Dumas, complete In ten volumes.

In the course of the ten volumes
Dumas graphically describes the great
hunger that Napoleon had for a poet.
He was never satisfled with hils or
anybody's achievements, because there
was no poet to enncble his relgn, His
ministers and agents everywhere were
under explicit instructions from him
always to be on the outlook for a bud-
ding poet, and any young man who
produced any kind of creditable verses,
whether to springtime, to the snow, or
to love, was qulckly pounced upon and
lugged off to Napoleon, who gave him
a neion and watched and waited for
him to become great.

But it was ever the same story. ‘“Most
all the birds will sing at early dawn,”
and Napoleon's pensioned poets as the
day advanced proved to be ewallows,
not larks or nightingales, Thys Lhe
great general went to hls grave still
hunger for his poet. Then Victor
Hugo came. Had Napoleon only thought
of eating cake—that is, had he depended
|less on his sword and his crown—he
might have had hls fill of peotry, per-
haps. But anyhow, after his wars and
oonquests, when the warrior's day was
done, the poet appeared. FProbably the
kalser eits at night in the dark in his

royal niche in the trenches; a little
way off, French and Joffre do the same,
and they are all hungry and they have
no toys hidden in the trenches, and
poets are dying by the thousands all
about them. How different it might be
if they would only all eat cake!

The other morning. at an early hour,
the sky was lead, the rain was pour-
ing, scarcely anybody was on the street
but the milkman and the boy carrying
papers. At Lhe corner of 15th and V
streets, the passerby heard a hideous
“caw-cawing” overhead, and the plain-
tive troubled notes of a frightened
dove. On the tip-top of the cross ris-
ing above the roof of the church at
the corner, there perched solidly a big
black swashbuckler of a crow cawing
in an outrageous manner at a dove
down on the roof whose numerous
family live in one of the church towers.

The tableau is symbolical. The cross—
suffering—Is the lot of humanity, and
the way to take it is like the dove to

make a nest right under it. HBut the
world today is full of horrld nolsy
blackbirds that by making a loud,

hoarse noise about the people’s rights
and other things connected with ambi-
tion call attention to their ugly selves,
which is precisely their aim in life, for
when they have one's attention so fixed
on evil that one loses sight of the
cross and no longer hears the volce of
the dove, behold the misslon of evil is
accomplished.

*
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Dear Fditor:

Your ““Cheer [/p’" propaganda has hegun to

work already, for your Idea which I read this

morning put me at once in a very ha and
cheerful frame of mind. % PEL
1 think it is ap excellent idea to get people

.

to dwell on their hlessings rather than oo *he
frials of 1ife, or the horrors in Eu T do
hope you will have great success with It, and I
inclose you immediately my lists.

Because I have fo live on a farm sometimes
1 let myself ba cast down in mpirit, for the life
of & young girl on a farm in Maryland is often
lonely. 1 have thought lately I should like fo
go to Europe and be a nurse for the sol-
diers. This morning with the idea of making
the moat of my blesaings in my mind, I think
perhaps T shall be brave and helpful in another
way. I am golog out in the kitchen to make
sirnwberry Jam.

LIST OF BLESSINGS.

. Life. V.
. Religlon.
. Deyoted parents.
. Affectionate family. 10, Freadom

5. Kind friends. anxiety.
4. Christian education. 11. Countless favors.

Elucerely yours,

of sorrow.
from care,

S

AnneArundel county, Md.

L
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Dear Chesr-Up Editor:

The task of enumerating ten blessings or
seuses for: cheerfulness leads one iuto the pit-
i;lls of the trite gnd the Lromides. The every-
[E] ?n_vn of

1’; ‘rdinary physical wellbeing.

2. 0Of books.

3. Of putdoors. L e
4. Of inl ¢

5 ©
5. Of s certain ---,g.r:ab of !mth whiech
oney secures ure enjo ¥ 80 A at one

fngel.,mmewhll foollsh in d“llln:-"on them

as sources of happiness. Bot this is a Httle
uniqoe perhaps. which has proved my greatest

source of joy. I am forty vears old a md a

woman attains many new delights after shé bas

retuctantly accepted her mid age as an #s-

tablished fact.

That is the sixth blessing. Then comes

7. The pleasure of selecting and wearing at-
tractive and beroming clothes. which is aven
grenter than when she was fifteen or twenty
rvears younger, for the woman of may

#t111 possees all the charms of her sex and this

besides—shie knows how to nse them.

8. The ever recurring pleasure of making uew

and interesting friends. The discovery that a
friendly attitude begets an equally friendiy af-
titude, and that ona may even go UBACCOM-
panied and uokoown Inic a large group of
ntrangers and after a few weeks come away
with a long list of pleasant relationships estab-
]T_iushed. of pointe of view exchanged and en-
rged

9. The joy of discovering that old friendships
long dorment by virtue of separation and differ
ing environments may be renewed and revived on
a plane oven more satisfactory than that of the
eager, exacting. enthusisstic friendships of the
twenties.

10. Finally., thers is a certaln security and
serenity of love which makes the happioess
poasible in the forties equal If not surpuss the
joy of belng twenty.

Sincerely yours,

Cleveland Park.

*
a * ¥
Dear Cheer-Up Editor:

My mother read your Idea out loud at the
breakfast table, and I want to tell you I bkave
ten blessings. only they sre really fourteen.

All my duck eggs halched—fourteen of them.
I'Mwal sure the rain would spoll them. bur it
didn’t. .

I am gleso thankful for my white dAcnker anid
my turkeys, and most of all, T am thenkful
1 live on a farm.

Your Mttle friend,
———————, Aged Eleven.

Fairfax, Va.

*

Dear Cheer-Up Edit.or:*

1 want to thank you for the ides ~onveyed in
The Funday Star. T have bheen deserted by my
hnshand, and it has seemed that 1 had good
cause to be sad. Yet now thar youn have made
me etop 1o think ahomt It, T know that tha! is
not sn. 1 have many, many blessing: =till, and
I will resclutely set myseif to be happy, for [
kpow that 1T am. glad becanse ( have
children.

3. Many proved friends.

I am glad that
4. 1 want to he good.
5. I can feed my famliy.
6. We all have shelter.
7.7 am a U7, &’or.

K I'm not s mauv.
.1 hed an anomaly -a
father.
10, I'm glad that 1°'m glad for all the ahove,
Sincersly yours,

Ronkville, Md.

gond  wan for @

x %

Dear Cheer T'p Editor:

The Sunday Htar followsd me to 0ld Point
Comfort, where [ am staying a while trying 10
get thin., When 1 read your idea my @Ors!
thougit was, ‘(M. desr. how cafl & girl count
her blessings and be growing fatter every day.’’
If T had the hlessing of poverty, which T have
not, It would be easier, then I'd not have to eat
chicken m la king aod blscuit tortorle everr
day. I have been inkiog swimming Jlessons
trying to improve my lot. and, of course, T am
tunnkful, s0 here 1s my llst of blessings:

1 know two swimming strokes (that makes two
hlesgings) now snd wo the width of the ponl
williout u life preserver,

I Lave not been permitted to fall In love with
the pwimming instructor, a precioss thing ag=d
twenty-Tfour, who, though 1 heve guite logt my
beart aod head over him, ignores r fat me
for two slim blue-erved damsels, om [ must
therefore count two more bleasings

nd a great deal of time gosalping with

the old Iady whom T am visiting. There might

have heen two old ladies to gussip with, so I
ful for the absenee of the ather ane.

That makes five blessings, doesp’t {1, and firs
< At

3. Node to smell with.
4. Tongue to taste with,

5 Hande fo tonch with in a word, a five
fold power to enjes a warld that is pleaty good
end jor enough for

Yours trulr,
Poor, Fat, Friveous ME.
P




